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Summary 


The Fujiwara couple were happy, but felt the hollow space in their life together... that is, 
until they meet Natsume Takashi. For them, to meet him is to love him, and love him they 
do. 


A collection of stuff about the Fujiwara family. Gooey maybe, but sometimes a little soul 
balm is necessary. (Chapter 4 is new) 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


Touko 


Touko was perhaps a rowdy child, always with passion and an opinion. She grew with a mentality 
that soldiers would be jealous of, and although her small life before made her feel listless 
sometimes, her Shigeru swooped in with a sweet, unwavering smile. They married young and 
happy- and no matter what befell them, they took it with linked hands and hearts. 


Not for a lack of trying, the two never had any children. They tried all natural methods and means 
to create a child for the gentle couple to give their boundless affections to, but they came up 
without results. Touko, always strong and ever the optimist was happy with Shigeru, and even 
though age began to affect them in the smallest of ways, the two were never daunted. They always 
took things at their own pace despite the things said about them or their upset family members. 
They felt as though if it wasn’t going to happen like this, they’d find another way with time and the 
natural way of the world’s mysteries. 


Then came the day Shigeru came home in a mysterious flurry from the funeral and stayed that way 
for several weeks. Even though it was never voiced, never thought of heavily enough to inflict 

pain, the two wanted something to fill the quiet peace they had, to have something to love. All the 
animals they adopted seemed to find their way elsewhere, and they accepted the loneliness of the 
hollow space in their pea pod with a stoic kind of sadness. Abrupt excitement took hold of Touko as 
Shigeru hurried her to sit, and the moment she heard the child’s name, she just knew. She didn’t 
know what exactly she knew, just that the name Natsume Takashi set her heart and face alight like 
the warm bulb of a firefly. 


Telling her the sparse details he had managed to gather after seeing the boy from afar, they 
couldn’t let their chance slip away. Touko felt as though the boy was the loneliest child in the 
world, and had even ended up crying as she heard the stories while making dinner, only knowing 
what scarce bits of information Shigeru could find. She knew she was going to do her best for this 
child. Even if this Natsume Takashi didn’t accept them, she felt a child with such a tragedy in his 
footsteps could always have a second home with them, at the very least. Shigeru strongly agreed, 
taking care of most of the paper work while Touko prepared all she could think of and it gave them 
a new spirit in their tasks. 


And so came the day she met the boy, the so called liar, the one who knew nothing about 
acceptance or family. Even if the tales were all negative of his time with his past families, if they 
could even be called that, she knew he, like Shigeru, and possibly any human to breathe, people 
and children alike needed to love and be loved. 


It was all an excited, worried blur from the moment she met him until the hospital. Under the soft 
lamp light the first time they met and in the sterile hospital sheets, she met a young adolescent boy 
with a uncanny beauty and thin frame that seemed to haphazardly hold him up, threatening to break 
at a moment’s notice. She supposed she was a bit biased to want some meat on his bones, the way 


mothers tend, but his weight was still something very worrisome. 


When he seemed surprised they wanted him, her heart broke. The tears that gathered in his eyes- 
the expression- her broken heart shattered to the smallest, tiniest bits. How could no one want such 
a gentle child? By his words, actions, and expressions she knew he was perhaps even more gentle 
than Shigeru, and she, for all her life’s experiences, could not understand how no one ever became 
tangled in this child’s wonders. 


His eyes reflected his emotions more than he knew, thankfully for Touko and Shigeru. At the 
rocky start, he constantly came home dirty or wet or hurt and he would only panic when they 
started to worry over him, insisting on doing everything himself. His eyes were strangely real in 
their panic, and yet glazed looking, like glass. He lied skillfully- he was always so reserved around 
them, and there was so much they didn’t know about him besides that. What food did he like, what 
colors did he favor? What made the boy laugh, or cry? 


There were many long nights after he came to their home and kept them bewildered and confused 
as to how to show their love to someone that didn’t know its language in the first place. All they 
knew to do was merely being there with him, for him. Otherwise, he’d just try to push away their 
worried faces with a smile full of nothing, with those glass eyes that had no crinkled edges, no 
humor. 


That was how they first learned to disarm him of his locks. 


Touko would begin to find ways to make the boy stay home around those times and ever so 
slowly, he seemed to begin to understand that he was not a burden but rather, accepted in their 
home and being loved. 


He would have the strangest trances of watching something that wasn’t there, or suddenly yell or 
start running, but how he smiled naturally reassured Touko that the boy was an absolutely normal 
child. Whatever his strange ‘lies’ were or things that had happened to him as a little one, he was 
just a boy, after all, with a sadness and pain she hoped they could replace with love and laughter. 


And then he came to them with his first request. 


They had thought about getting an animal to give Natsume company after he seemed to have a 
slow start to making friends, but he seemed to beat them to the punch. He brought home quite 
possibly the oddest creature she and Shigeru had ever laid eyes upon, but it was cute (read: perhaps 
a rather... subjective adjective for the creature) and friendly and most of all, got along with Takashi 
so well, she sometimes felt the kitty was an extension of him, like another arm or leg or brother. 


The cat ate so much and had so much personality, it was like having another child. 


She had been so happy to hear that he wanted something, she had been just dancing to grant his 
wish. If Shigeru had said no- not that he would- she would’ ve fought to her last breath to change 
Shigeru’s mind- the cat was just so important to Takashi. 


Getting Takashi to smile naturally or laugh freely and lower his guard long enough, was becoming 
less of pure miracles was where they had gotten, but with the kitty, he seemed to relax much, much 
more. His quick but warm temper would peek through with the constantly misbehaving cat, and 
Takashi seemed to inch out of his shell, bit by bit. 


He then began to make friends with the inseparable duo Kitamoto and Nishimura and learned to 
play too, which made Touko so happy she cried yet again, but for other, happier reasons. Shigeru 
had said his birthday with Takashi in the family had been one of his happiest days on the earth. 
With Takashi in their family, it finally felt complete. 


Slowly, the boy opened up to them and adapted to having a happy, stable home, even relying them 
or worrying them sometimes, or rather the latter a lot, but they were absolutely overjoyed. 


Touko couldn’t help but brag to all her friends and it seemed amongst their children that he was 
indeed still circulating weird rumors here or there, but not nearly like as they had been as a child. 
Touko didn’t know what that child knew or saw, but she did know that she wasn’t letting go of that 
precious boy without a fight. No matter what. 


On their first White Day he gave her chocolate cookies he baked, with he and Shigeru notably 
absent in the week. Taking a small bite out of one, she felt her emotions overflow and tears started 
to stream. Before she knew it, a gentle hand held a handkerchief to her eyes, dabbing them softly as 
though she’d break like fragile china. 


“Takashi-kun, I’m so happy you came to live with us.” She quietly sobbed, unable to comprehend 
just how happy she was. It was truly overwhelming and overflowing and she didn't know if she had 
ever felt so blessed, so lucky before in her life. 


She and Shigeru had been a peaceful pair, satisfied and happy. But this awkward, growing boy 
between them, it had multiplied by countless, enormous amounts. “We love you so much, Takashi- 
kun!” He wasn't their biological child but he was as well as their own any way about it. 


He shuffled on his feet, seemingly completely dumbstruck, furiously messing with his hands 
before freezing stiff. “Is it alright... um... Is it okay for me to love you and Shigeru too?” 


She laughed a little, taking him into a bear hug. The silly boy had the audacity to ask to love them- 
as if they had a choice in loving him back. They met him and fell in love- the world’s sweetest, 
strangest, silliest child. How could anyone not love him so? “Of course!” 


Touko found a raging anger during many nights, trying to figure out how his previous homes let 
the boy hurt so much. How many people had hurt that child, how often had they forgotten to feed 
him, or love him at all? How could they possibly neglect such a gentle heart? Why could they not 
have met him sooner, or first, and saved him from such suffering? 


She’d only fall asleep when Shigeru would turn over and remind her that Takashi was theirs. She’d 
go upstairs some early mornings before starting breakfast to find that he was sound asleep, curled 
up against his cat, relaxed. Sometimes she’d discover new cuts or bruises littering his body, and 
she’d worry, but he was most importantly safe. Come that breakfast and he would smile genuinely 
and eat a lot. He was okay. She trusted Takashi or the kitty to tell them if he needed something. 


So she would smile, and wait, and supported him the best she could. 


One day, she thought back to her and Shigeru's previous loneliness. The persisting, stubborn void 
in their life that refused to be filled, she realized, had been waiting for Takashi and 

Nyankichi. Touko could not ever imagine living a life not her own, for it would mean a life without 
Shigeru or Takashi and his silly cat, and a life without them, for her at least, was not a life worth 
living. Their cozy little pea pod was just the right size for a family three and a half. 


Shigeru 


Chapter Summary 


Shigeru goes to a funeral and finds what had been missing in their pea pod all along. 


Sappy? Of course, but sometimes it's necessary, like on pancakes. 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Shigeru was never a person who could put his emotions to words as he liked. However, neither 
was he a poet or a man of the arts to alternatively express himself. He always had a hard time 
communicating, and there was no saving him from that. 


As a kid, it was easily covered up with rowdiness and laughter but as he grew up, he found himself 
quiet and had to choose his words with much care to communicate what he felt. Because of that, he 
tended to leave bad impressions of himself or was easily misunderstood... but he never quite knew 
how to fix it. 


Touko, however, always managed to connect where his words and his emotions never quite could. 
It was like magic and a small, wonderful mystery of the world. 


Then there was the other wonderful mystery in his life, Natsume Takashi. Shigeru wasn’t as 
naturally inclined as Touko in child raising or confident in knowing what exactly was best for such 
a boy. However, what he did have was an understanding nature and a loving heart and home- 
which is just what Takashi needed. 


From the first moment Shigeru eyed the boy, all battered and wobbly, threatening to fall apart from 
the vaguest breeze and those eyes that made contact but never connected. Shigeru wouldn’t have 
considered himself especially sheltered but he had never seen somebody in such condition. A 
fragile child, and yet totally, and so absolutely alone. Worse yet, nobody seemed to care . How 
could all the many families watch him, talk to him, live with him, and still treat him so horribly? 


There were many rumors once Shigeru started investigating, but they were all worthless. 
Supposedly a liar, but what did that matter? The boy apparently said a lot of creepy things to feed 
the rumor, but who could blame him? With all the neglect and trauma Takashi experienced, it 
wouldn’t be odd if mental illness had formed, or if it was a method to grab the attention of 
somebody, anybody who would listen. Didn’t that mean he needed more love, than to neglect, 
abuse and outcast him? 


In his initial fury, never being one to do well with negative emotions, Shigeru cleaned out a room 
and started preparing paperwork. 


It took him a while to work up the courage to tell Touko. Not out of fear she’d reject, as he didn’t 
think she would. But he seriously needed to consider it, so he slept on it for a little while, just in 
case, because it was a life-altering decision. Every time he asked himself about Takashi though, at 
multiple points throughout each day, it was an unfaltering, unwavering, impatient of course. 


It really wasn’t even a question, if Shigeru were to be honest. And as expected, neither was it for 
Touko. 


Shigeru had just heard about Takashi ending up in the hospital when he was getting the papers 
finalized. 


Shigeru didn’t remember the last time he had ran- really sprinted with fear echoing in each step, as 
though life and death hung in the balance, and he was so consumed that he barely managed to tell 
Touko before they bolted out the door. 


Normally his emotions were too complex and vague to put into sure and concrete language but his 
heart was a screaming tempest of concern and panic, praying to any god, anybody that would listen 
that the boy was okay, flying through all sorts of possible scenarios that could’ ve happened. They 
made it to a train in record time, and when Shigeru and Touko held sweaty, nervous hands for the 
first time in a while, he knew that her thoughts were just as turbulent as his own. 


The hospital waiting area was horrible. The only news they were given was that his life was not in 
critical danger. Apparently, it had seemed like a possible attempt on his life, found at the base of a 
cliff a fair bit away. They couple squeezed hands, buzzing with worry but happy that if nothing 
else, Takashi was alive. He was okay. 


However, because the Fujiwaras weren’t his biological family and his paperwork was so jumbled, 
they weren’t allowed in until his momentary foster mother finally gave them permission. 


Actually, gave permission was a kinder set of words since the foster mother was upset and told 
them to ‘deal with such an ungrateful, troublesome kid if they cared so much.’ 


But they did care, and they would. 


Anger visibly fretted his wife, her brow and expression creasing further, but Shigeru shook his 
head. ““Touko.” Nothing else was required, a tired smile replacing her tension. 


There were many anxious questions left unspoken as they made their way to the boy’s room, silent 
but communicating with gentle thumb rubs and soft, worried squeezes. 


No matter how many times they asked each other, or agonized over possibilities, they knew they 
only had one answer. 


No matter how, who or what he ended up being, they would love him just the same. Rather, they 
already loved the lonely boy and would only grow to love him more, so they only needed to figure 
out how he needed that love. 


The moment Takashi woke up, though, and the couple saw his eyes, all their fears vanished. 


Glittering, earnest tears may have fogged them up a bit but Takashi’s honest, desperate want and 
longing to be with them, to know them, to love them like their own mirroring desires told Shigeru 
all he needed to know that the three of them would be just fine. After all, if people had the intense 
desire to know one another and be with one another, the connection was already there. 


And the moment Takashi asked to live with them, they were already becoming real and true 
family. 


Shigeru often wished he could understand the enigmatic Takashi like Touko understood himself. 


Or rather, it was in specific moments. What was shared in the secret language between Takashi and 
Nyangoro? The cat was obviously... rather unique in both design and personality and sometimes 
he swore the faux lucky cat smelled like sake. Once, Shigeru had a nightmare where it talked like 
an old, grouchy man. (Every time Shigeru seemed to dream about Nyangoro, the chubby feline got 
increasingly peculiar.) 


Or the time Takashi was alone in a mysteriously wrecked, paper covered room? 


Takashi was never, ever an unreasonable child (to the point where Touko would get exceedingly 
worried when the boy even began to slightly inch toward such behavior, and Shigeru himself 
would only wish the boy was moreso.) and so the event was odd but not unwelcome. Takashi 
couldn’t explain what happened, either. Shigeru wasn’t hurt or offended the boy was unable to 
share, but he did wish he could understand what the boy thought, or saw, when his eyes turned 
distant and marble like. 


At that moment with paper fluttering unnaturally in the air, Shigeru felt as though even if Takashi 
explained it, he and Touko would still be missing something important, something lost in 
translation. 


A similar moment happened when their boy saw the albino partner of Touko’s crow friend. 


At first, they had been worried for Touko’s eyes and so she got a check up. However, it was still 
the same vision she always had. 


Then, Shigeru remembered the rumors circulating the host families that took him in. Perhaps they 
were true in a sense- if Takashi saw something they didn’t, then it wouldn’t be strange for hasty 
people to call the boy a liar. Shigeru went through some of his initial investigative work and 
rediscovered Takashi’s grandmother, Natsume Reiko, who Takashi was occasionally compared to. 


She too, was recalled as distant and strange, telling ‘lies’ before up and disappearing. 


It made sense of Takashi’s often shaken facial expressions and paleness that came seemingly out of 
nowhere, or sudden yelling in the middle of the night. Perhaps the oddity that was Nyangoro was 
even something a part of the distant world that Takashi saw. 


... And perhaps, while investigating once more on a sleepless night, Shigeru drank too much sake 
without noticing. He put away the dusty file and checked on Takashi, like he did rarely. Shigeru 
tried his best to only do it when he was really worried. 


He tried not to worry as much as Touko, who was more renowned in that aspect and generally had 
it covered. He didn’t want to suffocate Takashi who had to grow fiercely independent in his 
circumstances, and who was too gentle to complain if he did feel suffocated. Sometimes though, 
when Touko’s anger riled up during the quiet of the night, after he reasoned with her and she fell 


asleep, it seemed to transfer onto him. Then he couldn’t sleep until he either saw Takashi, who was 
normally sleeping like the dead with Nyangoro, or would stay up in his study on the second floor, 
waiting for the sliding click of Takashi’s door on the days he was not. 


Touko, on those days, would find Shigeru before breakfast and prepare him coffee while he slept 
in a little more back in their room until it was served, although it definitely wasn’t often. 


Shigeru and Touko initially had been worried about the lonely Takashi making friends- and 
strangely, Takashi made friends but they were sometimes a bit... odd. 


Nishimura and Kitamoto were both very sweet, understanding boys and helped drag Takashi into a 
sense of normalcy. Taki and Tanuma were both also very understanding and seemed to provide a 
space for Takashi to be just himself. Takashi seemed to bloom splendidly with his friends despite 
their worries, instilling a childishness in their boy’s life that they weren’t sure he ever got to really 
have, nor were they certain they could still give to him. 


They were eternally grateful that Takashi seemed to have found wonderful people to surround 
himself with, but then there was the odd one, similar to Nyangoro in a sense of being a sort of 
once-in-a-lifetime find. 


Natori Shuuichi, the actor taking Japanese hearts by storm. 


Shigeru wasn’t sure which was more odd: the cat or the famous actor. 


Natori was perfectly nice, but how did Takashi, a quiet, gentle child end up meeting someone like 
that? Of course, Shigeru wasn’t one to pry and Touko figured it was fate, just like the cat. 


Shigeru wasn’t certain what the man went through, but his dazzling, sparkling smile was just as 
full of nothing as Takashi’s when he started living with them, and sometimes still was, often when 
his eyes were empty and similar to glass. 


How Takashi found a kindred spirit in Natori Shuuichi, he wasn’t sure, but Shigeru was insanely 
thankful. Takashi was too kind of a boy to really share what pained him, what lurked in his 
loneliness, but if he found someone similar to him in that way that understood, maybe he wouldn’t 


have to, similar in nature to what Shigeru had with Touko. 


All his friends were very understanding of Takashi, but it was different to truly understand him, in 
ways even Touko and himself could not. 


Perhaps it was the spirits of his parents looking out for him, or the similar Natsume Reiko, or 
maybe even the blessing of Nyangoro, but Natsume Takashi seemed to have people that cared for 
him despite the lack of blood, and Shigeru couldn’t ask for more. He and Touko were happy with a 
gentle boy and a mischievous pudgy cat filling their home with heart and laughter, and their boy 
had the love and support he deserved, finally. 


The three and a half peas in a pod were having a wondermous life, and despite the way things tend 
to, Shigeru could only selfishly wish for everything to stay the same- he wouldn’t want any other 
life, or at least any one without Touko, Takashi, and Nyangoro. He knew Takashi was going to 
grow and change, and he was so, so worried for what the boy’s life would bring, but with a family 
of both friends like Nishimura, Kitamoto, Taki, Tanuma and Natori looking out for him, and 
Touko, Nyangoro and himself, no matter what happened, they wouldn’t let Takashi be alone like 
he had been. 


The space in their pea pod was finally filled with more than they ever expected, the awkward 
growth of their boy bringing more joy, warmth and sweet gentle smiles than they thought ever 
possible, and Shigeru wouldn’t, couldn’t, really, have it any other way. 


Chapter End Notes 


I don't think this chapter is as strong but hopefully some of Shigeru was successfully 
explored. He's a bit unobtrusive but I think very essential for Takashi, providing what 
Touko can't by nature, like a parental yin and yang. She's sort of a well meaning busy 
body which our lovely protag needs, but he also needs space to breathe and be let to 
his own business which Shigeru finds important, which our lovely protag also needs. 
(Shigeru is a Good Considerate Dad and I wish we knew more about him.) 


If you wanna discuss the show/manga or the story and you feel up to it, please leave 
your thoughts below, and thank you very, very much for reading! 


Natsume 


Chapter Summary 


Natsume has a lot to lose these days. He has so many loved ones to protect- can he 
protect them all? 


This chapter is a teeny bit darker, but then, where would this world be without semi- 
sweet chocolate? 


Chapter Notes 


This is a new chapter 3 everyone! I took out the old chapter 3 and 4 since they didn't 
really fit. I'll probably end up doing something else with them, but I hope you enjoy 
this one! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Natsume felt entirely too lucky. He had many people he cherished in his life now, and he was 
deeply terrified of losing them. He was only one person, and a person who tended to invite trouble 
like a plus one to everything and anything. Eventually, one of them would slip through his helpless 
fingers like a ribbon dancing in the breeze. 


They were all so precious and kind, though. He could never prioritize one over another. Everyone 
was too dear, too important to him. Just when did they get so close to his heart? 


He could understand Natori well, when this fear consumed him like a child drowning in the ocean, 
flailing with no answer in sight. He hadn’t had much, for so long, and while he couldn’t even 
imagine returning to his lonesome past, he also couldn’t fathom what came after this. This warm 
happiness would not last forever. 


It’s why even considering the future stopped him dead in his tracks. Every single time. Perhaps it 
was heavily indulging his selfishness, but he was too entangled with the people and yokai he had 
met to go back to his old life. He wouldn’t. If he did... 


If he had to... 


“Natsume?” Tanuma was suddenly near his face, concern sitting in coal eyes that were always 


watching, always curious. Dear Tanuma, who cared far too deeply for him. Who was far too kind, 
and only too eager to try to help carry his burdens. 


Natsume quickly manufactured a nervous smile, hoping it would pass his friend’s sensitive 
Something’s Amiss test. Tanuma seemed to have an uncanny knack for 
sensing Natsume’s negative moments. However, Natsume was also skilled in lying and hiding. 


Natsume made a little space between them and tried his very best to exude positive feelings. 
“Sorry, Tanuma. You were saying?” 


His overly worried friend sighed in relief, as if Natsume had passed, but he knew 

better. Tanuma’s watchful gaze was waiting for Natsume to let something slip, hungry find any 
trace of a clue. “Kitamoto and Nishimura wanted to go to the city next weekend. There’s a 
movie Kitamoto wants to go see. Do you want to go?” 


Natsume made a silent prayer that it wouldn’t end up being Natori’s newest romantic tragedy. 
Seeing the exorcist acting always made him want to laugh, which was not appropriate (especially 
when it was a serious moment.) “Sounds good.” 


The black haired, black eyed boy gave him a final look over. “Hey, Natsume?” 


Natsume focused on his lunch, refusing to make his friend worry. Although stronger than ever and 
evergrowing, the scary moment would pass eventually. It always did. 


“Yeah?” 


Touko’s lunch was delicious as always. It tasted like love- or, rather, last night’s shrimp tempura, 
rice, and grilled veggies, but they were not entirely separate things. 


Apparently, Natsume had acted convincingly enough. “Ah, nothing. Sorry.” As if 
sensing Natsume’s lie, however, he bumped their shoulders together, lightly leaning 
against Natsume’s beanpole frame. 


It was as if Tanuma was whispering his support and concern without words. 


Gentle and kind Tanuma. Natsume couldn’t afford to lose his closest friend. He was stubborn, a 
worrywart beyond compare, stupidly loyal and terribly, terribly kind. Perhaps he didn’t see yokai, 
but he tried so hard to try and understand Natsume’s pain and to shoulder the burden. A 

burden Natsume didn’t think many would willingly care to bare. 


Tanuma never gave up, even against a yokai. That’s what scared Natsume the most. One day, 
things would go wrong, and not even for all Natsume’s and Nyanko-sensei's might could they 
protect him. 


Natsume munched his lunch and made a resolution, once again. He would not let anything bad 
happen to Tanuma. He absolutely would not. 


Shigeru protected Natsume from Touko’s oppressive tidal of worry as he came home terribly late 
and battered. Natsume had run into a troublesome yokai on his way home from school, whose 
mind had eroded. It was old and had been lonesome for a very long time, eventually becoming like 
an animal, feeding off of weak yokai’s spiritual power. 


Natsume had been planning to ask for Natori’s help since it seemed violent, but it had found him 
first. And of course, the day his bodyguard had gone off to day drink under the fleeting cherry 
blossoms. 


Thankfully, midway through the multiple hour long game of hide and seek in the forest, his beast 
companion found him and defeated the mad yokai, although the pair did not achieve 
this accomplishment without retaliation. 


Nyanko-sensei returned home sporting a deep cut on his leg, and Natsume a bite wound on his 
shoulder. Thankfully, it was out of sight, but it still held bad energy. 


That night after Touko went to bed, Shigeru snuck quietly into Natsume’s room. 


“Takeshi-kun?” He whispered softly at the sliding door. 


Natsume was still up, unable to sleep after the day’s events. He was dead tired, but it had been a 
while since he had such a scary experience. The residual anxiety clung to his thoughts and his body 
like smoke clung to fire. “Ah, come in.” 


Nyanko-sensei was asleep, sporting treatment for his injury at Natsume’s side. 


Shigeru had come in with tea and jelly snacks, wearing a kind and worn look. 


“Sorry about today, Shigeru-san. I didn’t mean to come home so late-” 


Shigeru shook his head, somehow easily able to discern when Natsume was lying. “I won’t make 
you talk about it, Takeshi-kun. It’s just... you seemed pretty shaken when you got home and I 
noticed your light was still on, so...” 


Natsume felt shame and guilt grow heavily on his shoulders. He worried precisely the people who 
he never wanted to worry. He couldn’t have really avoided the yokai, but if something were to ever 
really happen to him... 


“T know it’s late, but since you weren’t hungry earlier, I thought we could have tea and snacks until 
you feel tired.” 


Natsume could physically feel the love and care Shigeru radiated, and felt tears sit in his eyes 
briefly. Pudding and tea, so late, when Shigeru had work the next day, and surely would’ ve have 
been sleeping if the day had been normal. 


He managed not to cry, but his voice was strained as he thanked Shigeru. Shigeru simply smiled 
and the two ate quietly, occasionally whispering but being mindful of the snoring Nyanko-sensei. 


“T didn’t even know cats were capable of snoring,” Shigeru chuckled with a true smile on his face. 
It was a tired but comfortable moment, and Natsume was once again reminded of just how at home 


he felt. He was exactly where he was meant to be. 


If everything in his life was karma to eventually meet the Fujiwaras... it was worth it. Living with 
them was so cozy and comfortable, it was perfect. However, it was this perfect intimate 
domesticity that made him so scared, terrified, and desperate to keep it. This was his home, and he 
couldn’t go anywhere else. He didn’t want to leave. 


They were irreplaceable, Touko and Shigeru. Like the sun in the sky, to everything growing on 
Earth, nothing would be possible without it. 


Natsume vowed to himself in the softness of that moment to never let anything happen to them. 
They were the sweetest, most caring people he’d ever met, and they’d nurtured and loved him so 
gently- he had to protect him. He must. 


Kitamoto and Nishimura were on both sides of him, almost playing roles of angel and devil as they 
bickered and tried to convince Natsume to go to the nearby city. He had already decided on going 
but watching them interact was entertaining. 


Nishimura shook Natsume’s shoulders lightly. “Natsume! We must go! They opened up a maid 
café recently, and they have a special deal going on right now!” 


Kitamoto snorted. “Natsume’s not girl crazy like you, Nishimura.” He shook his head, as 
if disappointed. “There’s also a grand opening for a ramen shop that weekend. It’s supposed to be 
really good!” 


“Well, Kitamoto, we can go talk to the cute girls and have them draw on omurice, and you can go 
get ramen from a stinky old man.” Nishimura grinned with a hint of evil, knowing Kitamoto would 
be sold with the comparison. 


Kitamoto sighed. “Well, if you put it that way...” 


Natsume smiled at his friends and their silly dynamic. They always seemed to make him feel 
lighter, and feel normal, which was sometimes a rarity. “I’d love to go.” 


He could see their faces brighten a little, the two always honest with their feelings on their faces. It 
was refreshing, compared to himself who could’ ve majored in deceit. “Alright!” Nishimura 
cheered, getting into the details of the maid café deals and the movie times. 


He didn’t think he could ever tell them about seeing yokai. Not because they’d react badly, or even 
that they’d worry. Natsume doubted anyone could hold a candle to Tanuma’s worrying. Of course, 
they’d still worry plenty and he’d hate to see them pained with the fear of knowing 

what Natsume could see, and what could happen to him. 


That was indeed a reason he wouldn’t tell them, but overall? The reason he didn’t want to tell them 
was much more selfish. 


He loved hanging out with them, and laughing with them, just as a high school boy. Not the kid 
who lied with a difficult past. Not the boy who could see and best yokai, with a powerful 
bodyguard and held the legendary book of friends. 


With Taki and Tanuma, he was still different from them. As much as he cared for them, there was 
always the difference in what he saw, and what he experienced with the yokai. Even though they 
tried to lessen the differences by trying to see yokai their own ways, they both knew he walked a 
separate path from them. 


But with Kitamoto and Nishimura, he was just part of the gang. They laughed at stupid things, and 
they had a good time. Natsume could never have the typical biological family he wanted, nor the 
typical life of a normal person. But with those two, he was just kid and they goofed off. Simple. 


Of course, the two cared for him and worried about him. He knew they wanted to be there for him 
more, but there was the wall. They may have had an inkling, but they didn’t know what he 

saw, what adventures and terrors and companionship and pain came with the yokai. Natsume knew 
he’d never be entirely close with them, until he told them. 


But the sense of normalcy, the sprinkling of laughter and fleeting silliness of youth... It was 
priceless and Natsume couldn’t imagine giving it up. He couldn’t mess up what they had, their 
lightness. It was selfish, but he didn’t want to lose the spot where he felt like a normal human 
being, and just had fun and friends who were kind and normal. 


Maybe it was melodramatic, but aside from the Taki and Tanuma and the Fujiwaras, they were 
truly his tie to humanity. They treated him just like a normal kid, what he had always wished 
beyond wishing to be. He had to protect them and protect them from knowing about what he saw. 
His sweet, kind, silly friends, Nishimura and Kitamoto. 


“Natsume!” 


Said boy flinched as he tied his yellow converse, seeing Touko march over to him hotly. 


“Y-yes, Touko-san?” 


Nyanko-sensei looked up to her from his cozy spot in Natsume’s bag. 


“You’re leaving without eating breakfast?” She said a tad more gently, concern replacing the feisty 
expression of a warrior she had just worn. 


Natsume was leaving early to meet the gang to get a place at the maid café. It was really popular, 
so they wanted to get a head start before the lunch crowd came. “I'll buy something on the 
train, Touko-san.” 


She looked at him, as if unsatisfied for a long moment, before relenting. “Okay, Takeshi-kun. 
Please make sure to do so.” 


Natsume never got to spend time with his mother, but he had to wonder if she would have been 
anything like Touko, the strangely hotblooded mother figure. Would the two get along? Would he 
have met Touko, if he grew up with his biological parents, if they were alive? 


It was strange to think about. 


Just as he stepped foot outside the door, she yelled for him again. 


“Takeshi-kun!” 


Natsume turned, wondering what he did. He tried to keep from worrying Touko, but it just didn’t 
seem to align with the universe’s plans for himself. 


She pouted briefly as she pushed an apple into his hand. “At least eat this, if you can.” She 
murmured, before lightly touching his face. “And don’t think I don’t know about your limp, 
Takeshi-kun.” 


Natsume jolted a little, thinking he had successfully hidden it since the other day when 
the yokai had chased him. It honestly wasn’t bad, just persistent. He had hardly noticed it and was 
shocked she could. Nothing escaped the eagle eyes of a mother, apparently. 


“T trust you'd tell us if it was bad.” She conceded, with a soft smile. It was a gentle moment, her 
palm warm on his cheek and the touch light as a feather. “And if it starts hurting, or if anything 
happens, come home immediately, and come home safe!” She switched gears, now more akin to a 
drill instructor or a general than a sweet housewife. 


Natsume couldn’t hold back a little grin, amused by her nature. She was fiery as she was caring. 
Touko was incredible, and he couldn’t imagine what would’ve happened had she not met him that 
cold, brisk night all that time ago. A surge of affection rippled through him like a large splash in a 
pond. 


“Oooiii, Natsume!” Nishimura called from the gate, Kitamoto and Tanuma in tow. 


Natsume shared a glance with Touko, hoping to impress his appreciation and gratitude in it. “I'll be 
safe, and home for dinner, Touko-san!” 


Touko waved him off, smiling. “Have fun!” She yelled, watching the kids bike away, 
their silhouettes slowly leaving view. 


Touko was like the sun, and Shigeru like the moon, Natsume mused on their bike ride. She was 
directly nurturing and kind, bold and warm. Shigeru was quietly supporting him, nurturing him and 
caring for him in smaller, softer ways that were just as important. They both gave him light to heal, 


to grow, and to bloom. They were both terribly warm and kind. 


Natsume knew without a doubt that he wouldn’t have been as adjusted or well without their patient 
love and support. He would’ ve been like a seed unable to ever sprout without them. 


He didn’t even like to get near to imagining what he’d do if he couldn’t be with them anymore. He 
knew it’d come, eventually, but all he could think of was the emptiness and cold that’d come with 
their absence. 


He was selfish, for sure. 


For all the terror that came with the thought of losing his loved ones, Natsume knew he 
took Nyanko-sensei for granted. 


There was this solidness in his faith in Nyanko-sensei, that even with how unreliable the drunk cat 
could be, Natsume just knew Nyanko-sensei would never let him be alone. 


Sure, Nyanko-sensei said he was only in it for the Book of Friends, but the pig cat was as 
much Natsume’s life as was the cycle of day and night. 


It was strange to think about. Where did this confidence come from? 


Nyanko-sensei could easily have called their time together a whim and leave. He could’ ve goofed 
around until Natsume was old and taken off the book. He could’ ve easily finished Natsume off 
countless times or let a hungry yokai do the dirty work. Surely there were easier ways to power 
than being the bodyguard for some trouble magnet kid. It wasn’t exactly like Natsume was the 
type of person one wanted to deeply associate with, Book of Friends and power or not. 


But, Nyanko-sensei was always there. He hadn’t left, and he always protected Natsume, in so many 
more ways than a simple bodyguard. Nyanko-sensei supported Natsume and even if it was with 
gruff words and sake-smelling grumbles, they were like... family? Was that the word? Was it even 
adequate? 


Natsume had a strange peace of mind that Nyanko-sensei would always be there. 


“Natsume, Natsume!” Nyanko-sensei called him as they perused a store before the movie, having 
eaten at the maid café with time to spare. 


Natsume browsed cds with confusion, eventually spotting one with Natori on it. Did Natori even 
sing? “Yes, Sensei?” 


The pig cat wiggled his large head out of the bag. “I smell something good! Buy me that!’ 


Demanding as ever, Natsume looked over to see a taiyaki booth set up in the area, the smell 
wafting over. They had just eaten (Nyanko-sensei managing to eat half the omurice omlet while 
everyone was watching the maid perform a card trick) and yet the pig cat was hungry still. 


“No, we’ll eat again after the movie, Sensei.” 


Selectively deaf, Nyanko-sensei ran off to the taiyaki seller. 


Knowing he’d steal it without paying, Natsume ran after him, sighing. 


Perhaps the fat manekineko was selfish, bad tempered, drunk, rude, and all around not the nicest of 
people in every situation, but... At least, if Natsume could provide him with yummy food, Nyanko- 
sensei was definitely not going anywhere. 


“Did you see my latest work?” Natori asked, having shown up at Natsume’s school. Again. 


Natsume shivered, remembering. The movie was a Romeo and Juliet style romance, two 
reincarnated lovers from the Sengoku period meeting again in modern times. Natori’s role, the 
Romeo role, previously royalty unable to marry Juliet the commoner, now had their roles 
reversed in their next life. Juliet was the daughter of a wealthy family in modern times, unable to 
marry him due to positions. They had planned to run away and elope once more, but the father 


murdered her in his panic. Upon seeing this, Natori’s character took her and jumped into the river 
from 15 stories up, to return to nature together, to be born again and try once more even if it 
were futuile. 


It was funny, seeing Natori play the old time royalty, and then the modern bum type, but his death 
was a scary thought, and he acted almost too well. Natsume knew Natori was a good actor 
objectively, but he knew Natori’s distaste for much of the world. 


It was tied with his hate of yokai, the two not separable. Perhaps it was silly, but Natsume hoped 
he could show Natori some of the good in yokai and the world. 


“Tt was really good. The end, though...” Natsume trailed off. Natori, differing were their views, was 
always there when Natsume got himself in trouble. He understood a lot of the pain Natsume grew 
up with, and the loneliness, and the lying. 


Natori frowned. “I’ve heard mixed reviews about it. I tried really hard to get the emotion right, but 
it’s a bit difficult of a scene to do well.” Natori perked up immediately after, as though it weren’t 
disturbing or dark at all. “That’s why I’m a pro, though! I at least think it was convincing enough.” 


“Do you mind, Natori-san?” Natsume sighed, feeling the stares collect. Even while he was in full 
disguise, the man was too noticeable. How he managed to sneak up on yokai was a mystery. 


Natori smiled, in his apologetic, but not quite fully apologetic way. It was sparkly and a bit 
irritating, or so Natsume thought. “Of course. Anything for you, Natsume-kun.” 


It was common for Natori to trail behind a bit when they went to crowed places. 


They were going to grab a bite at a small hole-in-the-wall sort of place, but fans managed to 
capture Natori just before they turned the corner into the alleyway where it was located. 


Hiiragi came up to Natsume while they waited a half hour for the fans to dissipate. 


“Ts Natori-san okay?” Natsume asked. The man was not only a practiced liar, but a famous 
actor. Natsume liked to think he was good at reading people, but if Natori really didn’t 
want Natsume to find something out, Natsume was certain he never would without a certain 
friendly yokai’s meddling. 


Hiiragi nodded. “I believe so. He’s not as soft as you. He wasn’t doing great when they were 
shooting it, but he’s perked up considerably.” 


Natsume sighed in relief. He wanted to help Natori, who was always helping him, but he never 
could quite figure out how. “That’s good, if he’s doing better. And, how are you?” 


“How am I?” Hiiragi parroted him, always confused when concern was shown for herself. “I’m 
fine. Again, I, like my master, am not soft like you.” 


Natsume could see her watching Natori, however, with a certain anxiety. Normally, she’d be 
relaxed letting him roam around in human territory. However, he also knew it was relatively futile 
trying to force Hiiragi to open up. 


“What would be the best thing to do to cheer him up?” Natsume asked, noticing that she didn’t try 
to deny that Natori could use something to lift his spirits. 


Hiiragi sat in deep thought. “Ask to spend the night.” 


Natsume blinked. “Eh? Wouldn’t that be imposing?” 


She shook her head. “He always says he wants to talk with you properly. You two often 
clash heads when it regards yokai cases, so he might enjoy a relaxed atmosphere to converse.” 


It was true that they mostly met when it was serious and had something to do with yokai. They 
didn’t really hang out calmly, and without a purpose. Besides, Natsume wanted to talk with him 
about his anxieties anyway- Natori would be the only person to really understand the dangers 
of yokai and the fear that comes with their dangerous kind. 


“Tf it’s not a burden... that sounds nice.” 


Natori and Natsume sat inside his barren apartment, seeming a bit small with the three yokai 
assistants. 


“So, how is living with the Fujiwaras?” Natori asked, something he repeated most times they met. 


Natsume was never quite sure what Natori expected to hear. “They’re very nice, as always. 
Sometimes I feel too lucky.” Why did Natori, such a popular person, have few close 
connections, Natsume wondered to himself, not daring to voice the sentiment. It was conjecture, 
sure, but the apartment was so devoid of personal items. Aside from work documents and 
necessities, the only decorative items he had were thank you notes from Touko, paired with food 
and snacks she’d make. 


He, for all his sparkles and tricky nature, was a kind person. Natori was willing to care about some 
reckless child and save him time and time again, even at inconveniences to himself, and yet had so 
few personal effects? 


Natsume knew he didn’t have too much either, but he had some and it was infinitely precious. 
Pictures of his friends, gifts from friends and yokai, Reiko’s items, and some things 

from Touko and Shigeru. It was like proof of his existence, and memories. It was projection, but 
wasn’t Natori lonely, then, without at least some proof of his close relationships? 


Like every time Natori asked the first question, he asked the second. “You’re not lying to 
yourself, Natsume? Are you really sure?” 


Natori’s face was concerned, and genuine. But what did Natori want him to say? 


Natsume was thankful Nyanko-sensei had gone out drinking, as the fat cat tended to glare at Natori 
after this question. The two were like oil and water, never agreeable to the other. Natsume could 
only find himself grateful, however, that the two cared for him so much. 


The younger boy took a deep breath. “It’s the opposite, actually.” Natori seemed a bit shocked to 
receive a new answer but seemed to listen faithfully and attentively. “I’m so afraid to lose them, 
Natori-san. I’m very blessed to be cared for so much, by the Fujiwara’s and my friends. One 

day, though, something’s going to go wrong. Nyanko-sensei and I can only do so much, and a day 
will come where it won’t be enough. I...” His ability to speak left him, finding himself suffocating. 


“Caring about others can be tricky, isn’t it?” Natori gave him a tragic smile. Tragic 


in its knowing ability and suggesting a terrible understanding. “I think it’s vital to keep that 

fear, Natsume-kun. I think this fear is important. It will keep you aware that you have something 
important to protect. You aren’t alone anymore. You have people to protect, however, you have 
people who want to protect you too.” The exorcist tousled his hair. “Just keep doing what you 
do, Natsume-kun. You and Nyanko-sensei are plenty capable, and if you need me, Ill be there. I 
won’t let you be alone anymore, okay?” 


It wasn’t exactly that his anxieties were settled. Natsume still felt the little fears whisper, just 
waiting to be stoked like a small ember. However, there was something sincere in the shady man’s 
words, something serious and solid that made his worries feel smaller. Natori, like always, was the 
dependable man he could lean on. The man who shared in what he saw, in similar fears and 
horrors, although Natsume was still teaching him slowly the charms and good points as well. 
Natori always seemed to be there when Natsume needed him, like a guardian angel. 


For a moment, Natsume wondered, enjoying the weight from Natori’s hand for a moment, what 
would’ ve happened had he met Natori before the Fujiwaras. It was a curious thought. 


That night Natsume had trouble sleeping, missing the white noise of an old cat snoring. Natori 
must’ ve thought he was already out, when he started mumbling something quietly. “Even if 
something does happen, Natsume, with the Fujiwaras, with your friends, or even with the whole 
world... P’ll be there. If you grow sick of the fear and the lying, I'll be there for you too. No matter 
what.” 


Natsume wondered what he did to deserve a friend so strangely loyal. They were so different in 
their views, but Natori tried so hard to understand, and be there for some silly kid. Was it because 
Natori understood Natsume’s previous loneliness? Was Natori still lonely, in such a large and 
emotionless apartment? Like Nyanko-sensei said, Natori was indeed a bit shady, but never with his 
motives. Natsume could feel his friend’s good will strongly. 


The boy could never doubt his friend’s good intentions and care, although he was mystified to the 
actor’s reasons for bestowing it. 


“Thank you, Natori-san.”” Natsume whispered before drifting off. 


The next morning Natori emitted something of a gasp and a shriek of horror. “Natsume-kun! 
What’s with your leg and your shoulder?” 


So much for privacy. “It wasn’t much, really.” 


Natsume saw Natori carrying coffee for both of them, explaining his sudden appearance. The actor 
obviously did not buy the boy’s words. 


“Tell me the truth, Natsume-kun.” 


Natsume explained the mishap with yokai and Natori sipped his drink, his face twisted in 
frustration. “Please contact me next time. Any time is fine, especially if it is this serious. I’d hate to 
think what would’ ve happened if the ugly pig cat didn’t show up.” The exorcist applied a purifying 
ointment on his shoulder, despite it being mostly dissipated. 


“You were out shooting for a drama, I think, Natori-san. I was originally waiting to contact you the 
next day- I'm not completely reckless. I also didn’t think it’d stir so quickly.” 


Natori sighed. “Fine. I’m glad you’re okay. You’ re off the hook, although when I see your cat 
next, him not so much.” Natsume could see Natori slowly calm down. “Sasago! It’s time to go beat 
up the pig-cat demon!” 


Sasago, only too eager to fight her nemesis, practically lit the room with her devious smile. 


Hiiragi and Urihime both readied themselves too, likely hoping to get a part in roughing up their 
master’s critic. 


Natsume smiled, rarely seeing the attendant yokai so genuinely excited... even if his bodyguard 
was about to get surprise attacked. It was going to be a lively day. 


It was only that afternoon when Natsume was able to return to the Fujiwara residence. 
The yokai throw down and the Natori Scold took longer than he anticipated. Natsume was relieved 
to get home, feeling unexpected residual stress melt away. 


Undoubtably, his fears would flare up again, but if the past few days were proof of anything, it was 


that he was loved and that he had many places to fit in. He had to without fail protect all those he 
cherished, but he didn’t have to do it alone. 


As if sensing his sappy thoughts, Nyanko-sensei began making ridiculous requests under the guise 
of ‘financial compensation’ for having to put up with ‘that shady prick.’ Natsume smiled and rolled 
his eyes, now feeling fully at home with the manekineko’s usual nagging and demands. 


Natsume couldn’t help but think about how lucky he to be so loved. No other place could be more 
his home than the cozy peapod with the door plate marked Fujiwara, a perfect fit for three and a 
chubby, ridiculous cat. 


Chapter End Notes 
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Chapter Summary 


Nyanko-sensei only sticks around because it suits him. Certainly not because he likes 
the boy, or anything like that. 
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Madara had lived a long life as an experienced and strong yokai who refused to bend to anyone’s 
will. He had always immensely enjoyed his freedom and his fun, prioritizing himself before 
anything else. As it should be. 


When he met Natsume Reiko, he found a kindred spirit. She was free spirited, doing what she 
wanted with no strings attached, living life by the force of her strength and her will. Although, the 
vacancy behind her smile suggested she was more bothered by the lonely nature of this lifestyle 
than Madara himself was. 


Madara was a proud spirit, expecting to only gain more power, expecting to live freely and without 
a care. If he was feeling that vague shadow of loneliness, he’d drink with someone under a crisp 
night sky and all would be right in the world. He figured he’d gather enough power under his name 
to get some followers and by the time he was tired and old, they could take care of any of his 
concerns for him. A simple life for the majestic yokai. 


That is... being sealed put a small wrench in his plans for that dream of world domination. Or at 
the very least, continent domination. He’d be content with that. That would be befitting of a yokai 
as amazing as he was. 


Or he had been, until Natsume Takashi crashed into his life. 


A boy so stupidly kind, to the point of being a detriment and danger to himself. Or in other words, 


a very interesting and amusing side story in his long life story. 


Madara had a fair amount of friends he drank with, and plenty of acquaintances. The majority of 
yokai were inherently loners by design, tending to their own whims and fancies as they deemed fit, 
befitting their long and reaching lifespans, or watching over their human neighbors as gods. Small 
fry were stepping stones for the strong, and the strong did as they wanted without worry or 
concern. 


Originally the boy had been no more than one such whim. He was an interesting case, both the 
offspring of Natsume Reiko and very strong, even by sighted human standards. Maybe even 
stronger than Reiko, if he ever cared to test his strength. Natsume Takashi was going to be a brief 
distraction until Madara received the Book of Friends, another tool for his world domination. 


However, things had changed before Madara had noticed. Or rather, his new moniker, Nyanko- 
sensei might better fit with this change. 


The name was another whim, something silly and something new. Something new like his life with 
Natsume, so much gentler and entertaining than the days that had come before. By the time he met 
his acquaintance, Benio, again, he was already unrecognizable to himself. 


Unlike any time before, he was a little bit attached. Well, not that he’d ever tell the brat Natsume 
that. It’d get to his head, or he’d say something cheesy and creepy. 


Despite his long lifespan, his life as a cat and a bodyguard felt so incredibly natural that it irked 
him. Touko’s food was warm and tastier than any yokai Nyanko-sensei had ever bitten into, and 
Shigeru’s quiet kindness always filled him with a feeling he was unfamiliar but happy with. 


He was a proud yokai, too strong to be stepped on and ruled only by his wants. So why was he 
already so comfortable, so satisfied with where he was? 


If he was truly honest... the ambition he had once, the hunger to be on top, to be the best... it had 
dissipated, with each day that passed. So slowly but consistently that he hadn’t even noticed. 
Nyanko-sensei was content, beside this stupid, idiotic boy who wouldn’t have lasted long with his 
self sacrifical nature. 


He had already collected a plethora of new titles in his journey with Natsume, from Nyannyan- 
sensei, Nyangoro, Ponta, Nyankichi, and many more. He entertained human children, and treated 


weak yokai kindly... or at least, in an agreeable way that Natsume wouldn’t punch him for. 


Natsume’s world was very different from Nyanko-sensei’s. Starkly different, despite such spiritual 
power and ability that complimented his own. 


Perhaps the human world was different than times of old, but it seems Natsume’s power never put 
him in a good place, either with the humans or yokai. Reiko secluded herself from the humans and 
used her strength to rule the yokai but her grandson... 


Her grandson might have shielded himself best he could, but he appeared too soft to swear off 
humans and yokai entirely, letting both wound him endlessly. He was blessed with power but far 
too kind to exist in either world, unwilling or unable to ever retaliate likewise. So Natsume just 
always, always took the burden of his pain into himself. 


That was the nature of the depressing, weak child Nyanko-sensei decided to watch over, for fun. 
Just for a little while. Just to tide him over in his boredom. 


Nyanko-sensei didn’t mean to get attached. The kid was nosy and far more of a busybody than he 
ever predicted. Sometimes entertaining as it was annoying. 


He thought about eating him, the boy. Quite a few times, at the beginning. Natsume was rude, 
inconsiderate of his own circumstances, and had very little regard for himself. It would’ ve been 
easier than all of this, certainly. 


Heartening or inspiring weren't the right words for watching the boy’s world slowly expand, 
person by person, smile plastic melting into something nearing genuine. Perhaps he wasn’t able to 
be quite himself with his loved ones, but his transition was certainly something (even if he was still 
too stubborn to rely on others as much as he should.) Was Nyanko-sensei transfixed by this, 
maybe? 


No, no, that wasn’t it. That didn’t quite fit, it wasn’t quite right. It wasn’t something that 
complicated. Rather, much to his dismay, Nyanko-sensei, simply enjoyed Natsume’s company. 


It was never dull near Natsume, and the logic of his world, while inane, was a world Nyanko- 
sensei liked, even if he weren’t ever to admit it. It was soft, and earnest and so much kinder to the 
weak. It was warm. Like the boy. 


Of course, Nyanko-sensei knew, fully and with no doubt, that the world wasn’t like that on a large 
scale. But seeing a person struggle so much, and taking on everyone’s damage to keep them 
smiling... someone had to help him, or he’d wear himself to pieces. Somewhere along the line, 
Nyanko-sensei just naturally fell into the role. Luckily, it wasn’t one he was unhappy to be in, 
really, as much as his complaining would suggest. 


Rather, after gaining some time with the boy, he wouldn’t have minded it lasting forever. 


Touko and Shigeru were endlessly patient and warm, and even if he couldn’t speak with them, they 
made good companions. Words weren’t always necessary for a good relationship. Taki... while too 
eager for his tastes, had an enthusiasm many didn’t have and Tanuma was (stupidly) loyal, to the 
point the yokai could almost think humans had an intrinsic goodness. It was entertaining to watch, 
although Nyanko-sensei was typically dragged into whatever mess was afoot. 


However, he knew better than to believe in that human goodness. He saw Natsume’s dreams. He 
saw the violence, and the pain, and the cruelty of humans who didn’t identify with one another. 
The comments still echoed as the boy slept, the boy's nightmares still tinged with neglect, the 
lighting of cigarettes still bright and the stench of alcohol still strong in his dreams even after years. 
Yokai were ruled by strength, but humans grouped together. If you were not alike, you were an 
enemy, even if you were a child. How Natsume still had faith in not only yokai, but the cruel 
humans who had stepped on him so carelessly, their own offspring, he wouldn’t know... Although, 
the Fujiwara’s certainly had something to do with it. 


Sometimes, he was a normal boy now. And in some ways, Natsume was a normal boy. He fished, 
he biked, and he laughed with Kitamoto and Nishimura. Sometimes, Nyanko-sensei could nearly 

forget the way the boy flinched so quickly to so little sound, the way he paled and startled. It was 

natural for animals and yokai to live like that, but not for humans, Nyanko-sensei didn’t think. 


But a yokai would inevitably call out, friend or foe, and Natsume’s shenanigans would begin once 
again. Nyanko-sensei was never bored, at least. 


Taki and Tanuma understood Natsume best they could, at least, and tried to help. They stood by 
him even when they couldn’t see what was happening, and Nyanko-sensei had to admit that a very 
strong level of trust was needed for that. Even if they had seen yokai before, it had to be startling, 
or baffling at times. Worrying, for sure, watching Natsume run himself ragged time and time 
again, yet refusing to lean on any shoulder, keeping it all inside him. 


Sometimes, Nyanko-sensei wondered if Tanuma, the loyal dog that he was, would ever try to see 
again, as he once did. Did he regret seeing the yokai like Natsume did? Did he worry more, as 
Natsume feared? 


And then... there was the shady bastard, who saw the same scenery as Natsume, and yet, the two 
could never see quite eye to eye. His hate for yokai was palpable, and Nyanko-sensei just could not 
get along with him. But he did care for yokai as lifeforms, even if he didn’t especially like or trust 
them. And furthermore, the shady bastard had Natsume’s best interests in mind. He cared sincerely 
about the boy (more than he maybe should have) and when it came to Natsume, he and Nyanko- 
sensei agreed, at least. His actions over time had proven that much. 


Yet, despite the yokai’s newfound ease and happiness with humans, Natsume always looked very 
yokai-esque amongst the yokai. His silver hair and green eyes, he didn’t look a breath out of step 
among them. If the winds had blown differently, perhaps Natsume would’ve ended up like Reiko. 
Among and yet alone in the world of yokai. 


Or, like their encounters with the Matobas sometimes made him wonder, would that still be in 
Natsume’s future? Perhaps not inherently something sad to think of, but it seemed tragic with 
Natsume’s fragile world he had built, warm and desperately held together. Nyanko-sensei wasn’t 
sure he wanted to see that, even if Natsume’s lifespan was nothing more than a blink in his own. 


Surrounded by the shadows of Natsume’s room some nights, the nights that were particularly long 
and fever-dream filled, Nyanko-sensei entertained the thought that... what if, perhaps, Natsume’s 
life could be more than a brief moment? More than just a season or two in the life span of a yokai? 


The idea plagued him on occasion, ever since they encountered the so-called mermaid. It was a 
stupid thought. After all, the mighty and proud Madara, strong and fierce, could leave their 
partnership whenever he pleased. He was only staying because it suited him at the time. Nyanko- 
sensei did not need Natsume by any stretch of the imagination. One day, he’d fairly receive the 
Book of Friends for his hard work, and create a dominion of his own to rule, as was his right as the 
strong. 


And still, sometimes he thought about if it would be worth it to leave. They had their fights, after 
all. That one time, Natsume replaced him with a kitten of things! Him! With a kitten! A tiny 
creature who couldn’t talk or take care of itself, even! He might have been still a Jittle upset about 
the incident. Or at least, insulted by it. 


And when he was fuming, and thinking about leaving during these fights, he found it wasn’t for 
himself that he wanted to stay with Natsume, outside of his general amusement. He could surely 


revert to the proud creature he was meant to be... surely. It only entertained him to stay, and the 
thought of Natsume without the mighty Madara seemed depressing. 


A yokai would likely betray Natsume’s kindness in less than a moon cycle, and the Matoba’s or the 
next group would be successful at targeting the kind boy one day. Or perhaps, the soul crushing 
loneliness the boy pretended not to feel in the depths of night terrors would crush him... or the 
mortal terror of Natsume’s friends and loved ones knowing what he saw, what he feared, what he 
knew... 


Would Natsume ever recover from something like that? 


Nyanko-sensei didn’t think so. So when they had their tiffs, their fights, Nyanko-sensei stayed 
because it suited him and because Natsume needed him. Because Natsume, stranded all alone, 
trapped in his painful singleness of being unable to truly be understood by anyone, was a pitiful 
thing to imagine. 


Perish the thought that Nyanko-sensei , the prideful Madara , would find himself lonely, or better 
yet, miss the boy. Hinoe suggested it before, but Nyanko-sensei was certain that was her projection, 
after losing her favorite Reiko. Nyanko-sensei was neither as caring as Hinoe was, nor sentimental. 


Hinoe was just very, very off base. Nyanko-sensei merely enjoyed Natsume’s presence and was 
attached enough to keep an eye on him for now. That was all. It wasn’t a crime to want his source 
of amusement around a little longer when it was going to be gone so quickly, was it? 


Even if Nyanko-sensei did entertain the thought of the mermaid blood, the boy would find 
something to be upset about, likely. His grief stricken expression as he watched his loved ones die, 
one by one... Madara had seen a number of friends come and go. Like Reiko, among so many 
others. It wasn’t pleasant to notice and feel the weight of their absence, at the very least. 


Would Natsume break? Would he be mad? What would his expression be, if they did ever finish 
giving the names back? 


Nyanko-sensei would certainly be on the losing end of that scenario, anyway. 


And sometimes he wondered what would happen if... Natsume did the ‘marriage’ thing that 
humans seemed to do? Who would he marry? Nyanko-sensei would never let him marry Natori, 
that creep. Maybe... Tanuma? Nyanko-sensei could see Tanuma and Natsume living well together, 


although he supposed Tanuma’s delicate constitution and heavy concern wouldn’t fair well. 


He figured that Natsume would have to get one of those human jobs, one day. Nyanko-sensei had 
seen the human ‘taxes’ that Shigeru and Touko did rarely, or ‘bills.’ They looked nonsensical. 
After all, all you had to do was show that you were stronger than the protector or the land, but that 
was also just the way of yokai. Nyanko-sensei was still learning much about the silly values and 
ways of humans. 


But Natsume didn’t seem to want to think or talk about the future, when others brought it up. He 
always changed the subject when the other human children discussed it, or tried to leave the room. 
Of course, it never got past Nyanko-sensei’s fine senses, not for one second. He could see Natsume 
pale, fidget, and unfocus. But they couldn’t continue living so peacefully with the Fujiwara’s 
forever, could they? Despite the long lives of yokai, Nyanko-sensei knew one thing with certainty, 
outside of the natural fact of his power, or his beauty. 


Things would change, one day. 


“Nyangoro?” 


Shigeru found him on the porch, snoozing quietly in the summer warmth. “Nyannyan?” Nyanko- 
sensei asked, taken out of his reverie. 


“Tt’s dinner time. I’m surprised you didn’t smell it... you certainly like your food, Nyangoro.” 


Nyanko-sensei decided to let the comment wash over him, out of respect for Shigeru. He was a 
kind, good human. He, additionally, was excellent at giving head pats and snacks. 


“Nyanko-sensei?” 


The familiar voice called him, and Nyanko-sensei’s feet carried him without a second thought. 
What would Natsume do without him? Natsume was so dependent on him, honestly. 


But, it wasn’t so bad, he mused to himself. 


They all fit into the house so comfortably, so naturally. Like three and a half little peas in a pod, 
cozy and happy for now. And for today, for Natsume and Nyanko-sensei, that was enough. 


Chapter End Notes 


I love Nyanko-sensei's and Natsume's strange codependency a lot. They're like pieces 
of different puzzles that fit well together. 


Thank you so much for taking the time to read this. If you wanna discuss the 
show/manga or leave your thoughts on the story, please feel free to do so. I hope you 
enjoyed at least a little, and I hope you have a great day *u% 


End Notes 


When I think about, y'know, happy places, I think of Natsume Yuujinchou a lot (scary 
ayakashi aside) and especially the Fujiwara household. I've learned a lot from Natsume 
Yuujinchou and the characters are all so warm and wonderful, I can't help but love them. 
(Touko is best mom) 


If you wanna discuss the show/manga or the story, please leave your thoughts below. I'd be 
happy to hear them. 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


